Beyond the Garden Gate

When we stepped 

Beyond the Garden gate 

Severed from our root

We opened our new eyes

To ask, if we had to eat that fruit.

Was it  steps our kind had to take?

We looked back in remorse 

For our children’s sake.

Our nakedness embarrassed us.

The women birthed in anguish

A divided populace haunted us.

In a desert we there, languished.

As we passed beyond the Garden gate

Our harvest came with toil

Harmony with Earth was lost.

Our lives were bound to soil.

Envy, Murder, Hunger, Greed

Hate, Sacrifice, Power

An grave post- Garden creed.

The tribe’s too human survival

Was the only poignant drive

We fought our kin as enemies

Just to stay alive.

Prophets, Sages, Judges, all

Sought a vision of our future

With Eyes inside the Garden wall.

Which slept within the suture.

Then, we stepped 

Beyond 

                  Earth’s bounds.

We were like gods 

Enjoying the view.

Judging with approval or derision,

Seeing the Earth anew.

Now, with stolen divine vision,

Who will claim humanity’s due?

